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None the less, Abdul Mohammed, the rich man, and his servant, Mustapha, are lying-dead with their throats cut, and several of the villagers are wounded, and the robbers have got away to the hills with the plunder. The official sighs, for he has the tiresome business of scenting out this gang; but it is, he explains, an everyday incident, merely an affair of police and by no means to be dignified with the name of a "raid," The day after my arrival I went, accompanied by a friend, new to this country like myself, on foot through the city of Peshawur, a place of endless fascination to a man fresh from Europe. On returning I was severely taken to task for my imprudence. It was explained to me that while my personal survival or non-survival might be a matter of indifference to the Government of India, the disappearance of two Englishmen, or an attack on them by a fanatic, would be an annoying